

5?' TheTragedy o/OthclIo ? 

_ Bef. A man that all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your lou<?„ 

Shar’d dangers withyou. 

Oth. The handkercher. 

Bef. Ifaith you are too blame. 

Otb. Zouns. Exit. 

Em. Is not this man iealous ? 

Bef. I ne’re faw this before : 

Sure there s fbme wonder in this handkercher, 

I am moft vnhappy in the loflc. 

Enter Iago WCaflio. 

Em. Tisnotaycereortwofhcwesvsaman, 

They are all but ftomacks.and we all but foode ; 

They eatc vs bunger!y s and when they are full, 

They belch vs ; lookeyou,C<f/fw and my husband. 

hag. There is no other way,tis (he mud doe ir, 

And loe the happineffe,goe,and importune her. 

Bef. How now good Cafsio, what’s thencws wich you ?• 

Caf. Madam, my former fuite: I doc befeech you. 

That by your vercuous mcancs,! may againe 
j^xid,and be a member ofhisloue. 

Whom T,wich all the duty of mv heart, 

Intirely honour,T would not be delayed : 

If my offence be of fuch mortal! kind. 

That neither feruicc paft,nor prefent forrowesj , 

Nor purpos’d merrit, tn futurity 
Can ranforoe me, into his louc againe 
But to know fo,muft be my benefit. 

So (hall I cloth me in a forc’d content. 

And flioote my fclfe vp in fome other courfe. 

To fortunes almes. 

Bef. Alas thrice gentle" Cafsio, 

My aduocation is not now in tune; 

My Lord is not my Lord,nor fhould I know him. 

Were he in fauour,as in humor olered. 

So helpe ine,euery fpirit fan&ified. 

As I haue fpoken for you,all my beft, 
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The Moore of Venice. 

And flood within the blanke of his difpleafurc. 

For my free fpeech : you mull a while be patient. 
What I can doe I will,and more 1 will 
Then for my felte I dare,let that liiffice you. 
lag. T > my Lord angry ? 

Em He went hence but now. 

And ccrtainely infliange vnquietnefle. 

lag. Can he be angry ? I haue feenc the Cannon, 
When it hath blowne his rankes into the ayre ; 

And (like the Diuelljfrom bis very armc, 

Puft his ownc brother, and can he be angry ? 
Something of moment then : I will goe meete him. 
There’s matter in t indeed, if lie be angry. 

Befd. I preethee do fo : fomething furc of State, 
Either from Venice, or feme vnhatcht pra&icc. 

Made demonflrable here in Cypres to him. 

Hath pudlcd his clcere ipirit,and ifi fuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones arc the obieft, 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake. 

And it endues our other heathfull members, 

Euen to that fence of paine 5 nay, we muft thinke. 
Men are not gods, 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuances 
As fits the Bridall .• beffirew me much Etnillia , 

' I was ( vnhandfome,warrior as I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindc nffe with my foule ; 

But now Ifinde,I had fubbornd the witnefle. 

And hee’s indited falfly. 

Em. Pray heauen it be State matters, as you thinke 
And no conception, nor no iealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Befd. Alas the day ,1 neuer gauc him caufe. 

Em. Bat iealous foulcs will not be anfwered fo. 
They are not euer iealous for the caufe. 

But iealous for they are iealous ? tisamonfler, 

Begot vpon it felf^bornc on it felfc. 
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